KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

darkness enfolded her, but this time it was the healing
unconsciousness of sleep.

She did not awake until it was broad day. A sense of
light came from within her likewise, a feeling of serenity,
as of fine weather after storm. She tried to remember
what had happened, but her mind was befogged. As in a
dream, she floated weightless through space, and in
order to come down on to earth she felt herself all over.

What was this? The ring was on her finger. . . . Im-
mediately she was fully awake. Half-understood words
abruptly became clear, became real, acquired a sequence.
The whole business was elucidated as in a flash: her
husband's questionings, her lover's amazement. Clouds
rolled aside, and she saw the net in which she had al-
lowed herself to be caught. Bitterness and shame over-
whelmed her; she trembled; she was sorry to be awake
again. How restful had been that dreamless, carefree
sleep.

Children's voices came from the nursery. The
youngsters were getting up amid frolic and laughter, like
birds greeting the dawn. That was Rudi's voice. She
had never noticed before that it resembled his father's.
Her lips parted in a smile. She closed her eyes, the better
to enjoy everything that made her life worth living and
filled her days with happiness. A little pain still lurked in
her heart. But that was no more than the smart of a
wound in the process of healing. Soon, she knew, it
would be healed for ever.
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